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Dark Times 


What dark times are 
these, that the walking 
dead drive fear into the 
virtuous citizens of the 
world. These knights of 
darkness have gathered to 
their full strength, nine 
strong, fearful warriors, 
their leader a black- 
hearted Lord... I have 
seen them, seen them 
from atop the Mage 
Tower, marching through 
the streets of PaxLair 
on their mighty silver 
steeds, nostrils aring 
at the stench of death 
and decay. They ride, a 
line of warriors, impass- 
able, unstoppable, and 
trample those earthly 
lives in their path. These 
are dark days indeed, for 
these Death Knights of 
destruction pardon no one, 
and ask not forgiveness 
for their murderous 
deeds. 

Each of these death- 
mongers has fallen into 
an inescapable circle of 
hatred, no longer re- 
membering how it felt to 
live as their former 
selves. One, the Lord of 
Lies, lived an honorable 
life until the Lies of 


those around him built up 
into an inescapable mass 
that dragged him into the 
susceptibility of the 
underworld... Another, the 
sad, sweet story of the 
Lady of Pain, who, 
abandoned by all who 
truly loved her, alone in 
a Painful, cruel world, 
became embraced into the 
darkness, succumbing to 
the Pain which bound her 
senselessly... Yes, each of 
these warriors, a bitter- 
sweet story behind each 
of these now cruel and 
undead beings, they tear 
through the night in rage 
for the nine darknesses 
which brought about their 
fates. They ride cease- 
lessly across the lands, 
bringing each of their 
fated darknesses upon all 
that they meet, willing 
each of these darknesses 
upon those who know not 
how it feels to live ina 
world of eternal hatred... 


Evil Rests 


Years later, the 
streets of PaxLair are 
relatively quiet and peace- 
ful. The Lords of End- 
times have fallen into 
rest in the underworld of 
Gehenna. They gather 
their strengths in that 
dark and fetid place, will- 
ing themselves away from 
the light of the world so 
that evil may emerge 
powerfully again when the 
time is right. The world 


has not seen or heard 
them since the time of 
resting began, and many 
scholars and mages have 
spent their days seaching 
fervently to prevent the 
Death Knights from ever 
stirring in their graves 
and rising to power once 
more. Many theories have 
come and gone, many 
faulty ideas cast aside, 
and as of yet, no secure 
method seems fit to 
protect us should the 
Dead rise again. 

Yes, the evil is 
resting, but these are 
dark times still. For we 
know not where or when 
these Death Knights may 
yet regroup and emerge 
from the depths... And 
though so many have 
worked for a solution to 
keep them at bay, many 
more still have been 
searching restlessly for a 
way to bring them back, 
to secure a future for 
them once more in the 
lighter side of Sosaria. 

We must all unite in 
alertness and caution, 
preparing our bodies and 
our cities for the 
potential reign of evil. A 
call to arms, a quest for 
insights into the dark 
corners of the realm... 
These, we desperately 
need. For should the 
Death Knights return 
their nine Darknesses 
unto the lands, and the 
people be not ready, 
Death and Destruction 
may claim us all. As I 
write these lines, I am 


indeed afraid. I fear for 
the past, and the future. 
I fear for the return of 
a darkest Evil. I fear the 
Lords and Ladies of End- 
times. Fear them as well, 
for in the dark under- 
world they lie in wait. 
Prepare thyselves, 
citizens! Doom may await 
the unprepared, for the 
Death Knights most 
certainly bring Doom in 
their midst. Beware! 
*Afterward* 
Though we have worked 
to maintain this text in 
its original form, we can- 
not commit to ack- 
nowledging the truth or 
falsity of all therein. 
Empath Abbey Seal, 2005 


